I want to tell you. Things are black. For instance, I
found this morning that the secret arsenal in the Palace
has been emptied within the last two days, perhaps only
last night. Weapons for two thousand men have been
taken right out of the Palace, by men disguised as masons
and workmen. You may have noticed that we are but-
tressing up Constantine's Tower. Bromion, the trusted
Keeper of the Keys, must have been the traitor. He has
been bought by these fellows; he has disappeared. Then,
I had despatches from the army command. You don't
know what soldiers can be in the way of making diffi-
culties. The men are scattered in billets, the horses aren't
fit, the forage magazines are not full; then the state of
the roads; excuse after excuse. I will tell you what I
have done. I have relieved the cavalry commander from
his post and given the command to a captain, with orders
that he cannot ignore. He is a young man, Aristides.
He will move. But there again, time has been lost. Time,
Time. That is the enemy. They say Anger and Lust
are deadly sins, so they are, but they are at least swift.
Apathy is a deadly sin, and what old fool will ever believe
it to be deadly?"

"It is a deadly sin," she said, as she reflected; then
she added, "I suppose twenty men were engaged in the
shifting of the weapons?"

"Probably."

"Do you think that the weapons have left The City?**

"I'm trying to find out, but it is hard to learn any-
thing, when so many are in the Green pay or in the
Green camp."

"They would have gone west, to the western levies,"
she said, "or been scattered among the Green fraternities
here; the northern levies are said to be already armed.
You may be sure that they are for the westerners, or are
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